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Going into the courtyard I met an Egyptian military
lieutenant, garbed neatly in a tunic and fez. Behind
him, at attention, waited two soldiers.

"Good day, Effendi," spoke the officer, saluting.
"I come from the Cadi of Egypt and the Government."
Herewith he handed over a large sealed envelope for
which a receipt was demanded. Stepping out of the
sunlight I carefully opened it and was immensely
delighted when 1 pulled out a beautifully-written docu-
ment, which began where Englishmen would look for
the last page. The paper constituted a passport,
written, not printed in Koran Arabic, and it authorised
me, not merely to visit Mecca, but any sacred shrine
or building in the whole of Islam. To the bottom of
the left page clung several green seals on which I could
read reproductions of the signatures of the Cadi of
Egypt, of the Sheikh-ul-Islam and nearly all the worthies
who had been present at my examination.

While I studied the text I gradually realized that my
hand held a document, the like of which had probably
never been issued to any European before. I put it
away most cautiously and am glad to say it is still in
my possession.

As far as legal obstacles were concerned I, therefore,
became free to enter Mecca or any other town but
unfortunately another and very serious trouble faced
me. During my studies at Azhar I had used up most
of my savings and I could not obtain work as a scene-
painter in Cairo where there was (and probably still is)
scant chance of applying my art. Soon after the arrival